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"Hold on for your life!"
A few miles from where the Sonder

drops its turbid water into the Missis-sip-

it passe3 through a region which
lias all the elements of the picturesque.
A few hundred yar&3 from the eastern
bank there is a range of mighty bluffs,
sparsely clothed with oak and cedar, and
cleft in one place where a road, winds
down from the highlands beyond to cross
a bridge, rustic 6nougk, but heavy and
strong to withstand the spring freshets.

A quarter of a mile above the bridge a
dam has been built to turn the water
into the wheels of an old mill which,
lazily turning, grinds out its dole of
flour and yellow meaL

On this bank of the river are also scat-
tered a few humble dwellings, each with
its garden patch, and in the summer its
dooryard filled with hollyhocks, enor-
mous sunflowers and an undergrowth of
annals which grow with riotous luxu-
riance in the rich black aoil.

On the western bank there is a stretch
of bottom land two miles wide, held by
nature a3 a private park. Here are
gently swelling mounds with just enough
trees, bright little ponds fringed with
purple iiis, and gladea so blue with wild
violets in their season that they look like
a piece of the sky.
. It is in lat"-- summer and autumn, how-
ever, that the is at its best, for
then cardinal flowers, lobelia, wil'x as-
ters, goldenrod and many othe? splen-
did blossoms make a mosaic of color
that would delight the soul o an artist,
if one could ever bo found veiling to face
mosquitoes and malaria ong enough to
transfer a hint of its ranty to his can-
vas; for nature is jeans 0f iier choicest
possessions, and pl-c- an angel with a
flaming sword aMhe gate of all earthly
edens.

Every spr at the breaking up of tho
ice there a riS(N a3 to muivos call it,
and for cwo or three week3 tliis valley is
Bubrr,erg'ed; then the water subsides,
lefVcing an alluvial deposit rich as that
on the banks of the Isile, and on it is held
a carnival of fiowera, malaria fever and
death.

On a wild March night when tho flood
was at its height a woman came down
the road and rtood upon the bridge. Tho
moon was fill, and although stormy
cl juds were scurrying ucroas tho sky sho
elione out now and then and lighted up
tli- - weird scene and the face of tho fig-n- r-

lear-'u- g u-- -u the rail of the bridge
xn 1 loj..-i- g do.vn at the rushing flood.

This is what tho moon saw and heard.
A girl of 20 years, perhaps, with a noble,
womanly form and a face not pretty
v.th any mere sensual beauty of color

--xrd dimple and curves, but one which
io-iu- ed to hava h..J a two early acquaint-ixuc-

with the hard problem of life and
v t a feoauliltil face, with its broad, whit!)
iu. iud, d,u ii, level brows and sensitive
223&lth.

A large gray shawl was thrown over
Iuj head and wrapped about her form,
and she sepiud to be otherwise comfort-
ably clad in plain dark garments.

"I should not mind being down there,"
she- - was saying to herself , "although I
haven't the least notion of jumping in.
Thnre isn't much to live for. Ever sinco
I can remember it hi'j been just tho
jsame the long cold wintere going to
Liat mean little school through tho snow
and sitting among the rest with my feet

and they disgust me so, al-

though there i? no reason why they
should. 1 am no diSercnt from tho rest,
only 1 feci a diilerance. Then comes the
freshet, and after that fever and aguo
and typhoid and hot. wretched night3
with milliona of inosquitoes.

"I wonder how it would feel to bo
among the drift? I should soon bo down
to tb.B mouth of the Sonder, and fhero
are always men and boys paddling
zaroraid there in aldiia and dujoata. I
suppose thai they would find mo and
hook me out with their grappiing irons.

"I shouldn't look protty at all. When
Clara Graniley died how beautiful she
was in her shroud of white l.ico! And
there were flowers on her breast and in
lier hands and they kept her three days.
I wonder how they would dress me?
That is if they got me on: of tho water soon
enough to dress me nfc alL I suppose it
would be jum cambric, and they couldn't
keep me; there is no room. When people
are poor and lrro in two roomed cabins
the' have to maka haste to bury their
dead.

"I have no notion of jumping in, but
what if I should happen to fall in. would it
matter much? Poor mother! I know
sho would be sorry, bnt lifo has been
hard for her. Perhaps she would think
I was better oS. aad father, who always
seems sad, would bo sadder then: and
tho hoys wonid cry a iittlo. but they
would" soon forgot mo. and go fishing
and be as happy as ever.

"When the neighbors are down with
fever they want me. but when they get
well they don't caro far me. They say
that I am proud. I believe that I am,
too, and that is the worat of it. What
have I to be proud of? What will be
come of me? I am nearly 20. All of the
girls I know marry before they are as
old as I am, but I would rather die than
marry any one who will ever ask me.

"Wi-- "- - - ,l v with mother
to buy calico and musftiis and jeans 1

feel so ixwrly dressed and awkward.
Why was I born?1

She looked far out over the swirling,
rushing flood. There were strange
shapes among the drift whits logs which
looked like dead bodies; blackened stumps
with gnarled and twisted roots bearing
the semblance of hideous monsters:
masses of foam spread out like ghostlv
wines, aad a branch of STamcre like-- a

groat white arm beckoning to her. There
were noises too. The dam was lost, bat
there was a eullen roar of water, a grind-
ing of the drift and a heavy crash as
some troo torn from its place flung itself,
as might a despairing soul, into the
angry flood.

"Why was I born?' Gh, lonely girl!
millions have asked, that question. Mill-
ions will ask it again. To some life
brings an answer, to many there comes
no reply. Fate has lips as silent as those
of Memnon until the day breaks, the sun
arises and over the eands of life's desert
is heard tho immortal song.

Sho turned to retrace her steps. It was
a favorite haunt of hers, this bridge.
Being within cabling chstanoe from the
house it was safe, and it was a habit of
hers to get away from the chattering of
her young brothers to indulge in mel-
ancholy thoughts.

"No, Iwill never drown myself; I will
try to do right whatever comes; I will
be patient," she said, and turned to take
a last look. "Tho water will commence
falling by morning. My God! what is
that?'

"Help! help! for Christ's sake!" From
a mass of drift rushing swiftly down
came these words, in a faint, strangled
voice.

"Here is help!" called the strong young
voice of the girl. "I see you; you are
coming straight under a bridge. Do you
hear?"

"I hear; my strength is gone."
"You are almost to tho bridge. Let

go tho log and catch hold of this shawl!"
and snatching it from her sho lay down
and dropped a corner of it to the water,
winding tin opposite one firmly around
her strong hands.

A moment more it was caught, almost
dragging her from her position, but with
superhuman effort sho nerved herself for
the struggle.

"Hold on for your life!" she said, as
she drew the shawl up. Her arms were
almost wrenched from their sookets, but
she pulled steadily until she felt a pair
of death cold hands clutch hers.

"Now," she said, "help a little your-
self or I can't save you. Put your foot
against that brace near you. Now!" and
with an effort which almost parted body
and soul she raised herself, drawing tho
exhausted man upward until she could
place her arms beneath his, and so drag
him up to tho floor of tho bridge, whero
he fell, whether alive or dead it was im-

possible to saj".
Nor was Janie Burton in much better

plight, as sho was so overcome by ex-

haustion and excitement as to be unablo
for a few minutes to do moro than draw
panting, convulsive breaths. Then real-
izing the necessity of immediate action
she raised her voice in a long, piteous,
penetrating call for help.

It was heard, for tho nearest cabin
was her home, and soon the swift feet of
boys told that help was at hand.

When her brothers arrived the rescued
man had so far recovered as to be able
to raise himself to a sitting posture, and
Jauie was already on her feet.

"Boys," she said, "each of you take an
arm; yon will have to bear his weight
as well as you can. Oh, hero is mother.
We must get him to the house. I hope
there is a good fire."

"Yes." said Mrs. Burton, "there is
and some brand, only a little, but it
will help."

They got him to the house. How they
could scarcely tell, for ho was almost
helpless; but when he came to the fire
on the hearth and had swallowed a Iit-

tlo spirits ho revived sufficiently to ex-

plain that he had been looking at some
timber land, and riding too near tho
bank it had caved off with him. He was
thrown from his horse, which ho sup-
posed was drowned. He could not swim
and so caught a log and drifted. It was
4 o'clock when he fell in. Here lie was
seized with convulsive shudderings and
could say no more.

"Make some strong coffeo and bring it
very hot, while I help tho boys change
hi3 clothe?. Bring your father's best
shirt and flannels. Ho has got an awful
chill."

Janio brought the clothes and then
went into tho only other room beside
the attic and mado tho coffee. By the
timo it was ready the patient in dry
clothing had been helped into bed a
bed wonderfully clean and soft, such as
may sometimes be found in lowly homes,
even on tho Sonder.

There was no sleep at tho Burtons' that
night. To boys of 12 and 14 this rescue
of a man from the river was an incident
too wonderful to go to sleep on. In their
exultation they were tho heroes of tho
night, Janie's part being overlooked.
How they would triumph over the other
boys, boys who had never so much as
saved, a dog in their live3. Then at tho
first peep of day they were to go for tho
doctor up the bluffs and five miles out to
Oak Hill, the most beautiful country
home in all tho region. What a glorious
run it would be, and they would tell tho
Stacy boys as they passed their house
about the wonderful rescue. Who could
sleep under such unprecedented circum-
stances?

As for Janio and her mother, they had
enough to do. Their pirient alternated
between terrible rigors and Gashes of
burning fever and toward morning be-

came delirious. This, however, did not
alarm them as much as might be sup-

posed, so accustomed were they to the
sight of fever victims. They did what
they were accustomed to do in cases of
malarial fever and waited.

In the meantime, the boys were dry-
ing tho clothing which had leen taken
from the nearly drowned man. They
found in ono of tho pockets a few soaked
bank bills and a small knife. Of papers
or memoranda there were none. The
bills Mrs. Burton dried and put away,
saving they would do to pay the doctor.

"Who do von suooose ho is. Janie?"
sho as!Jd, as they sat try the fire, tho
boys having been banished to the
kitchen.

"Some one from Orqnay, I suppose,'
answared Janie; "I never saw any one
like him. How white and beautiful he
looks. I should think that the angels
might look like that."

"Hush, Janie." said her mother. "I
believe you are feverish yourself. Go
and lie down: I will watch him."

"No," she replied. "I got him out and
I am going to watch him and save him.
I wanted something to make me quit
thinking about myself, and unless he
gets well too soon I shall iiave him to
think about for awhile anyway.

"Only don't go to thinking too much
about him. Janie. See what fine clothes
he has and such white hands."

"Don't worry, mother; almost any-
thing is better than such thoughts as 1

was having when he called for help.
These confidences were exchanged in
low tones by the fire while the patient
was fitfully duinberiiuj a daybreak.

"3?Ee t&Mrila gaily gaujle: jgmxclay fEommg, gutgxtst 10,. 1890.
ne Doys naa aepartea on uneir errana

md in an incredibly short time the doc-o- r

alighted from bis buggy at the rude
jate and earns in. Pausing only for a
.orteous greeting he hurried to the bed-
side and examined his patient. He then
vvent and stood by the hearth, looking
thoughtfully into the-fire- . A grave man
oeyond his youth, but stiil on the sunny
oide of life, with a fine intellectual face,
eympathetie eyes and lips; one to trust
instinctively, the modal physician.

"I fear, Mrs. Burton," he said at
length, in a voice which exactly suited
his face, "that this is a vary serious case.
The man is badly bruised from having
been knocked about among the logs.
Yon see, the boys told me. I asked them
a few questions. It was a wonderful es-

cape from death. But lie may die yet.
He is not very strong naturally, and he
must have been in that icy water a long
time. Has he no papers, nothing to
show who he is? He is past telling now,
and may remain so for some time."

"There were some bills in his pockets
and a little knife, nothing more."

"Use the money as far as it will go.
Let the boys go to Orquay and get some
brandy. I will furnish the medicine, as
I am in the habit of doing. This is hard
on you and your daughter, very hard,
but it would be certain death to attempt
his removal. I cannot relieve you of the
care, bet I can of any anxiety in regard
to expenses. I will take that responsi-
bility myself, and I will send you some
help in nursing."

Janie had been standing at the corner
of the fireplace silent and attentive, with
pale face and compressed lips. "Doc-
tor," she said at last, "I am going to take
care of hiin until he gets well or dies.
I shall watch him day and night, and 1

want no help."
"Miss Benton," replied the doctor

gravely, "you risked your life last night
to save a human being. It was a noble
thing to do. The occasion called for
heroic action and you were equal to it,
but don't throw away your life or your
health unnecessarily; there would be
nothing praiseworthy in that."

"I shouldn't do it for praise; I am tired
of thinking about myself and hating the
people on the Sonder," she answered im-

petuously. "I am glad that I have this
man to take care of. I want to work
hard and he is not like the rest."

"By 'the rest' 1 suppose you mean
these poor neighbors of ours among the
bluffs. What have they done, I won-
der, to deserve your hatred? I think I
have seen you holding their babies in
your arm3 when they were nearly dead
with fever; I think I have seen you
nursing and caring for my patients when
I trembled for your own safety. Do you
hate those whom you help to save from
death? I do not," he added with a smile.

"They bate me," she answered bit-
terly.

"You are mistaken. They fail to un-

derstand you. They feel that although
you are in one sense one of themselves
you live apart from them in thought
and feeling. Do you expect gratitude
when you sacrifice your comfort and en-

danger your health for them? I have
been a physician for fifteen years, Miss
Burton, and I have found but few cases
of gratitude. My pitients are often too
poor to pay me, but they generally re-

gard themselves us the injured parties in
the transaction and art seldom grateful;
indeed, I might say with you that they
hate me, butjy8fc I lovo my work. Suc-

cess is my greatest reward. I love to
save life, and so do you.

"In regard to our patient here, I can
understand why it is mora pleasant for
you to care for him. He is very hand-
some, and as you saved his life you have
a right to feel a great interest in him."

"I wonder if ho lives in Orquay?" said
Janie.

"No," replied tho doctor decidedly,
"ho would bo as much out of place in
Orquay as on the Son ler. Doubtloss ho
will be inquired after and found. In the
meantime we must take as good care of
him as wo can. But be careful of your
own health and strength, Miss Burton,
and remember that tho rich and hand-
some can be ungrateful as well as the
poor and homely."

Day after day passed, with no change
in the patient save a gradual sinking.

At first a few neighbors, curious to see
the man saved out of the river by "that
proud Janie Burton," came and offered
to help, but they looked so ague stricken
and woebegone, so obviously in need of
help themselves tliat Mrs. Burton, at
Janie's entreat', sent them away with
thanks, saying that they could do all
there was to T3 done. As to Janie. the
tidss of life were running high with her.
She seemed incapable of fatigne, and the
doctor on his daily visits looked upon her
with wonder. Instead of weariness there
was buoyancy. Her face had lost its
pallor, and was bisominjr as if sho had
partaken some fabled elixir of life.

As ho watched her hovering over the
still unconscious man, with that grand
maternal look in her face so character-
istic of all truly noble women when car-
ing for tho helplcA3 or suSering, he expe-
rienced a lmng oC anguish when ho
thought wlnt the awakening and reac-
tion might be.

"Ho had better die," was the thought
of the Dhrsician. "than to live to break
cue neart or such a woman, as x reel mat
ho will. And yet ho must not die if 1

can savo him. He must be restored.
Yet she will die unless he returns her
love. A woman ii a strange creature
anyway. Think of her loving this man
who has nevpr bo-- able to recognize
her, whoso name she doesn't know, who
may even have a wife! It is past belief.
By his bedside sav is transformed. If he
regains consciousness, as I think he will,
ho will see her at her best. God grant
ho may not blight 3ich a fiower."

Still the day vent on. and there was
no change. On SanJsys an elderly, hard
working man came and sat awhile by the
bed and then went away. He was the
husband and father, who was at home
no other day.

The boys fished, brought home and
milked the cow. cut wood and did other
chores about the place. The mother at-

tended to her housework, and at night
watched for three hours while Janie
slept, and every day the aoctor came. It
was not his busiest season, and he could
spend an hour or two daily by the bedside
of his still unknown patient, for no inqui-
ries had been made about him, although
the story of the rescue had its way
into the columns of The Orquay News.
Nor had he in his delirium given a history
of his life good or bad.

It is only in fiction that connected
stories are told in the ravings of fever.
In reality the labored breathing, the
sharp cry, the heart breaking moan and
nnuttcred meaningless words, tell no
story of the past only one of present
suffering and a terrible battle wish the
kiu'r of terrors on the sands of a shadowy

So these three, mother, daughter and
physician, watched the stranger as he
went down, down to the river of death.

At length there came a day when
there was a slight change in the daily
routine.

As soon as tho doctor had looked at
his patient he asked that the boys
might taka care of his horse.

"I shall stay today and he
said. "By midnight we shall know the
worst or the best, whichever it may be."

He looked at Janie. "Love is immor-
tal in her eyes," he thought. "She doesn't
believe that he can die, but it will be
far better for her if he does. She will
always believe then that her love would
have been returned, and if no one claims
him she can have his grave to love and
devote her life to planting flowers on it

but I think he will live, and what
then? Well, we shall see.'

As midnight approached a deep silence
fell upon the three watchers. The doc-

tor sat with his fingers on the pulse of his
patient. Janie stood near him with a look
of awe on her face, but with no fear.
Her mother sat near the foot of the bed,
her head resting upon her hands, wait-
ing. Suddenly there was a slight move-
ment; the doctor arose, laid the sick
man's hand across his breast, slightly
changed the position of his head, drew
the covers up over his shoulders, then
turned to Janie and said: "Go up to bed
now and sleep until morning."

"Is he dead?" she asked, with white
lips.

"No, he is asleep. His sleep his nat-
ural, his skin is moist. When he wakes
he will be conscious, but very weak. I
will watch until then, and it may be
several hours. The few moments after
he awakens will be critical ones. I want
trf be by him then. Can you sleep? If
not I will give ou something to make
you sleep. You must rest."

"Oh, not t! Please let me stay.
I don't care if I die Let me
stay here

"Very well. I have no right to com-

mand you. You have not employed me
as your physician, but as your friend; if
you will consider me snchsl will say
you are unreasonable, but that is a wo-

man's privilege." ?

Mrs. Burton, when she knew that tho
crisis was passed, retired to the attic to
rest and sleep. The doctor drew his
chair to the hearth, stirred up the
smoldering fire and laid on fresh wood.

Janie had disappeared, but soon re-

turned with delicious coffee, cream toast
and cold chicken, which she placed on a
stand, and drawing it up in front of the
fire requested the doctor to eat, while
she took her position by the bed.

"I am going to be obstinate as well as
you," he said; "I will not touch your
nice lunch unless you eat vith me.
Come!"

He drew a chair opposite his own, and
she came and sat down.

"How good this coffee smells!" he
said. "I have found out the secret of
your family's health in the midst of all
this malaria. Your mother knows
how to feed her children and how to
keep everything pure. She is ono of
those who could make the stable in
Bethlehem a fitting place for the advent
of the King. If your mother and you
should start out and convert all the peo-

ple on the Sonder to your way of living
I should have to move away. 'I

Janio sipped her coffee with her ,eye3
fixed upon the glowing fire and made no
response to the doctor's kindly praises.

"How long will it be," she asked at
length, "before he can talk before he
will be well?"

"Ho will talk a little or
rather today, when he wakes, but he
must not be questioned or worried. I
need not tell you that, however. What
a born nurse you are! This man, who-
ever he is, owes his life to you twice
over. A month of such devotion! How
have you kept up? It is the most won-
derful thing that I ever knew."

"I am strong," she replied; "I haven't
felt tired, but it will soon bo over, the
weather will bo hot and there will be
fever all along the Sonder, and the days
will bo so long."

There was an infinite pathos in her
voice and words that shook the firmness
of the man opposite her. His voice
trembled in spite of liis self control as
he replied: "Hope for the best, Mis
Janie. Try to tlunk everything will be
as you desire. From my hewfe I hope
that no disappointment awaita you. but
should it be otherwise be courageous.
You are young, with a grand capacity
for happiness and usefulness. Time is
the great healer and consoler.

"Ther-- j is no trouble, howrvpr unen-
durable it may seem, tnat cannot oe
lived through by a bravo soul. If we
loso the one great joy of our Eves we
will find that much is left worth livinjj
for. I have seen you walking on the
bluffs in the earlv morning, breathing
the purer air and gaining health for j

heights to be climbed and health to be
gained for the soul as well. Will you
promise me to try to be a brave girl,
whatever course event3 may take, during
the next few weeks?"

"Yes, I will try," she said, and burst
into a passion of tears.

CHAPTER H

IAw 4Z$Mr ii'f

"Giw her the Ue thai she eared."
"How am I to reward her. Dr. Selwyn?

That is what puzzles me." And the
patient, Harry Forrester, leaned back in
the comfortable chair which had been
provide! for him. and looked up with an
expression of real anxiety on his face.

"She has saved your life twice one
at the eminent risk of bar own aud again
by her devoted nursiug. You are to
one to place an estimate on the value of
such service."

The two men were alone, Janie had
gone for a walk on the Wn2s and Mrs.
Burton had borrowed a neighbor's wagon,
and with the boy3 had gone to Orqcay
for hocsehoH supplies.

Ten days of convalescence had dons
woadimi fiir the 3traE22S3 OS 5T5sd Tw

out or aangsr ana rapiaiy recovering.
"It was a wonderful thing for a girl

to do, that is a fact," he resumed. "I
was about gone. I remember her hands

how thay held on to mine. I don't re-

member anything else until I-- awoke and
saw you leaning over me."

"I hava.not mentioned it before," said
the doctor, "but I have wondered why
you were not missec! aad searched after."

"Oh, that isn't strange at all. I often
strike out for a trip, and I seldom writo
to the governor unless I have business.
I have no mother to worry about me.
As I told you, I was thinking of invest-
ing a few thousands in timber lands, and
was looking through here when this
happened. A mighty close call, I can
tell you, and then to be rescued by a
girL A nice job it is, I must say! But
how amJ to reward her? I want you to
help me with your-advice- . I have been
studying it over ever since I could think
at all. Of course I am going to do the
fair thing. give her mother a lot of
money if she will have it, and all that,
but what must I give the-girl-

?'

"Give her the life that she saved.
Give her your heart if you have one."

"Oh, by Jove, doctor, that is going it
too strong. I dont say that I couldn't
love the girl, and if I lived in these
woods it would be all right. But to take
her to St. Louis and introduce her into
my set, I couldn't, you know, and then
her family! Oh, no ask ma to do some-
thing easy."

As easy, for instance, as for a girl to
pull you out of the clutches of death and
nurse you back to lifo and strength."

"I say I will do anything in reason.
In a novel of course I should fall in love
and marry her regardless of convention-
alities. But I will make a confession to
you, doctor. Two days before I fell into
that cursed creek I was at a ball, and I
met my divinity there a little angel m
rose colored tulle and I waltzed with
her all night Do you know, while I was
lying here with this fever I was waltzing
with her, by Jove waltzing over red
hot sand dying with thirst and she
seemed to be a living coal of fire; her
rose colored dress was flame, and when
I thought I was burning to a coal my-
self an angel would come and cool the
awful heat and give me water. The
angel was Janie Burton. I know that
now."

"Young man," said the doctor, sol-

emnly, "I wish to God you had drowned
before you reached the bridge that night.
You are not worth the sacrifice of her
life."

"Thanks, awfully, for the compliment;
but it occurs to me that she is yet alive
and well; and something else occurs to
me, by the way. You talk as if you
loved her yourself. You are a bachelor;
what stands in the way?'

"Be careful, sir, how you speak. A
man wants the love of the woman whom
he marries. She has unfortunately be-

stowed hers elsewhere. I shall never
marry. I have had a long struggle with
adverse circumstances, and now I have
established a mission among these hills.
I mean to devote my lifo to tho fever
stricken settlers along the Sonder."

"Not a very brilliant prospect, I should
eay," drawled Forrester.

"No, but more satisfying to me than
life in what you call society."

"You have had experience, of course.
One can see that you are a cultured
man."

"Yes, 1 liavo eiten of the tree of
knowledge, and to me the fruit tasted of
death. Bnt no matter for that. I am
going to sieak P you as ono man to an-

other. Jane Burton is a noble and beau-
tiful girl. Her parents are New England
peoplo, poor, it is true, but with a cer-

tain refinemeut and fair education. You
can tell that by the speech of the family.
Their language is as good a3 yours or
mine. She has grown up here among
these rude settlers like a lily among
thorns. A lily is no pure, a wild rose
is no sweeter, an angel is no stronger or
more helpful.

"She has never loved, having seen no
one to lovo until she dragged a hand-
some insrito r.v.f of the hands of death.
VkhI pity her if she has wannea a rrozeii
scorpion to life in her bosom. You ad-

mit that you could lovo her if sho were
in your 'Bet.' Such love would be an in-

sult to a woman like her. You are in-

capable of any lovo with her acceptance.
Eut I will waste no more words on you.
You must not stay hero any longer. You
aro able to be taken to my house, and I
will tako you there In the
meantime give Mrs. Burton a check for
her trouble and the expense-eh- has in-

curred on your account, but don't insult
her daughter by o5enng her a present."

So saying Dr. Siiwyn strode out of tho
house and drove away with a look of
wrath on his face and a bitterness in his
heart beyond anything ho had. ever
known in all his troubled life.

After the departure of Dr. Selwyn
Harry Forrester fell into a study of the
situation. Ho was not without a feel-
ing of gratitude, but h3 naturo was
shallow, his emotions,, if h could be
said to have any, were but a ripple on
the surface. The power of on absorbing
passion was something of which he had
no compreliension. A good waltzer
with a doll face and a blonds head was
his ideal of womanhood: such an one he
meant to place at the head of Ms grand
new houso in St. Louis. But now ho
was in an awlrward fix. Hero was a
fine young woman in love with Mm i
fact which would have added to his eelf
complacency only for the little circum-
stance that he owod hi Hfe to her, and
that Dr. Selwyn, who was certainly a

ery fine man, seemed to think that he,
Harry Forrester, wa3 acting tho scoun-
drel.

Here ne oegan to revolve in his mind
the subject of a reward.

"Confound Selwyn'a pride!" he said to
himslf. "I know girls ther aro thou-
sands of things that they want, and I
am going to find oat what she would
like,"

ma reflections were mtcrrapied uy the
entrance of Janje herself , wife her hands
full of early wfldflowdnj, which she laid
on a stand at his side.

"How well you look!" he exclaimed.
half enviously. "Do yon know. Miss
Janie, the doctor say3 that I hare trou-bls- d

you locg enough, and he me&na to
take me away to hia bonis

Janie siood as if taraed to marble,
while the color slowly drifted out of ber
face.

Harry Forrester looked up, expecting a
reply, and wai struck with pity at her
expresraon.

"Do at down." he said, "aad lt a
talk a little,"" He reached for a chair
and she cinrpysi. into jt.

"Are yoa sorry to ha rid of e

chirga, HUe Jzzzi&r
'eYes,n sho said. "My Ufa hes been eo

di2craat of late: bet fe is all oraraow.awi
tier wiS aerer be say ckaage ajjaia."

J'Oh. doa't tHnk jbats J 253 j-jr-
e I

hope tbasyou wmce verymappj;""
Her eyes were dtrweactet, ssad. as lie

looked at bar he was for the first time
struck by tha statoasque Tbearaty of her
face and form, and hsbeaa to' "woader
if after all she wetB hot the djuieed
princess of Eoma faisy skrry. His
thoughts fcund esjecason: "Ihopoyou
will pardon ras, Ittas Jaoie,. buthaven't
you seen better days?"

"No," she answered, "Iocevex saw any
better days daxthes?, and I never shall
eeeany better. T&era is; no rcznanoe
about me, Mr.ecresfer, lam no oven
a foundling. My father is 3. machinist
and works irOrqnay. vvts Hvo cat here
because it is chaapex. Wo own this
little place, and the hoys rua wild in the
woods except whoa there is a echooU

"You have a school thenr" he asked, at
a lem what to Eay.

"Oh, yes; two miles over the bluffs
there is a schoolhouso and a sort of
school, threo months in winter and throe
in summer; I am going' to teach it this
summer one doesaltneedtO'knowr much
to teach it."

"But shouldn't yoa like to go to o col-

lege or something? Yon sea, 5is3 Janie,
I owo yon a great debt; you saved my
life, you know."

"Of course," she answered, "and if it
had Deen my little Scotch terricrl would
have jumped right in rathor than have
had him drown. I could have caught on
to the braces of the brioga and climbed
out easy enough. Of courss ifc was a
hard pull, you were bo heavy and nearly
frozen, but it is nothing to make a fuss
about. As to nursing you, it might as
well be you as anyone else. Soma of the
neighbors are always sick, and 1 &m. al-

ways well, and 1 take caro of them a
good deal. It keeps me from thinking
about myself."

"But why shouldn't you think about
yourself? You could not think of any-

thing eilsQ half as lovely."
"I would rather think about any one

else," she answered, without betraying
by look or smile that she noticed bis bit
of flattery. "I am not very happy
perhaps I should like to have a house
like Mr. Grantley's up on the bluffs. I
mean that I should like for father and
mother to have one. They have pretty
carpets on all tho floors, and so many
pictures, and booka, and lace curtains as
fine as spider webs, Jind a piano. Then
the girls have beautiful drosses, and a
great garden full of flowers, and so many
pets. You see, Mr. Grantley owns nearly
all tho country around here."

An sho sooka thouaht was busy in the

'Yov, mu8t-.be- , grMBlrJSt ib4i riots nwi.
Mr. rorruur."

young man's brain. iioweasUy ho
conld talse her to a hone which would
bejrn to her as beaatuui ss a drvam of
Paradise. Ho tried U imagido how sb
would look dressed as ho' could, dx"&
her, but the vision of the fairy fa rose
tulle who could waltz po divinrfy flitted
across his iatntal '. ":: j'.al he came
down to realiiy ay: 1.

"Shall T build y...i . !ioase h re rn the
Sonder. MissJaaie. au 1 O il lull ul
pretty things?"

"You!" she rxcLiimed. with a quick
change to tbe .v ct of an inmrited
queen. "Yn b ::lii ni' a house! Yoti
must to grwvai) delirious again, Mr.
Forrester."

"I tell you I want to reward you for
saving my life, and you look as if 1

wanted to murder you," he replietl.
"I have told you that I did nothing for

you thr.tl wouldn'thavo dosufor a decent
dog. I wanted fcomething to do, and I

think God sent me work. I hope ho will
6end mo mora, although I want no one
to suffer; yet if there must bo work like
that to do I wan't to do it, or I cant
live."

Harry Forrester rosoried to man's
usual refuge aud declared to himself that
"women wero (strange beings and ho
couldnt understand them." Certainly
this one was not so ready to accept T-
owards or to drop into bia anna aa he cup-pose- d.

But to lave her now wm grow-
ing difficult. His interest was aroused.

"I will not talk of a reward then, sinco
you reivnt it so, bat may I comu and ee
you next October? I should liio to hunt
these woods, and I shall went to see tho
girl who saved my life."

"Oh, yes," sho answered, with an en-

trancing amUe, "1 shall bo very glad to
eoo you; the woods are twuutirul thon."

Tho next day Dr. Selwyn came- to-to-

his pationt away. "We havo troubled
you a great deal, Misu Jani," ho said,
"but now you canrwrt; wo Bhall not dis-

turb you for a loss time." How h
pitied her as he glanced at her palo faco
and quivering lips. If ho couH only bear
this trouble for hsr! But the kindest
thing was to get the parting over aad
this was soon aecomphstiod.

"Qat of right vraa not "out of mind,"
however, with Harry Forrester. K be-

gan to b oonsciotn of an interest in
Janie Burton quit; equal to that which
be felt for the waltzor, and tba mom he
though: of the matter tho more pnzxlf!
ho was to kaow which to swoar alk-gia-

to the girl who bad fiirtd with hixa for
a night aad forgotten his exixsenc tks
next day, or b oa who had reached
strong, helpful hands down to tha river
of death and lifted him up as tho aagal
of tho rwurrectisa may do vrba tha
trumpet sounds.

Two weeks nadr the car of Dr. 5?-wyn- 'a

good bonei-&s.-- r aad ber htu&aad
restored Harry Fesrester to perfect
health.

"Doctor." ssid he. k the ergaag be-

fore the day frxad for hk deparrar?, "I
shall not see M5m Bcrtoc before I bava.
but I will tetl you what I xneui to do
If I can ooQTJnce myself that :t u tha
right thing I crs crennrg bacx bera aaxt
October f marry her. or to osr myM
to ber, which, of eoorw, is th esra
tHas. that ts, if I doct cbase a7
isiad. Tha fact is, I dsaobyBd yoo sod
tried to gi 3ar to taka noraatiras .

bet he nearly cx&sgsiied raewtto kr
ecora; w,if thUluebauat beaeri&i
ho mass, and tfcsr far o end of it. Af-4- r

all. I tMaJr h wf II a canBco.

9

There isn't a woman of lier typo fix our
set."

'Ifihoald think not," replied the doc-

tor, savagely.
"Of conxsa sh& will fesl awkward

among- - Bocse' "women,J continued For-
rester, fafcioasly.

'I "have no doubt of.it. ThoJSidanna
would feel awkward at a prcgres&Ts
euchre party bat mother-
hood is worshiped in hetauas jarttha
same. Let rao toll yoc,Fom8ter,iC$rn.
aro so fortunate as to win Janoa Barton
yon will have a wife, your children will
have a mother, aLyoor hoaoo wiB. hava
a priestess to keep- - theficxi fijtstmm-im- j

on its altars. Try fcnresHze this, and
try to appreoiato fee UJaasing that a
land-fat- e has in store for you."

CHAPTER HL

fSgjp BiLJP
"I loir yoti, J oy."

The spring advanced toward summer,
and everything had eettkd dawn to its
old timo routine, with thedi2crcacfrth
tho little school which Tome waTkcdtwD
miles to teach gave her
an occupation for her xuiod. If she
hoped for any change in hw dull lifosht
never spoke of it again She tried, to feol
an interest in her pupUs; Bhs rriex"Lno:-t- i

feel bitter toward the parents wfco-woal- d

Fend them- - to school dirty and unkempt,
and with a lunch of soda biscuit and
fried pork. She wa gracious iai sweet
to all alike, and at homtricd by smilea
aud cheerful words her mo-

ther's lonoly nfecsid maim beriafchor'a
weekly home cotaiag ono of joy.

Unconsciously Co herself ahe was gain-

ing tho moral heights and rmdhyr-rh- e

atmosphere that was good for ber souTa

health.
As tho summer advanced and the

dreaded hot days came tho echool clonud

and Janie reatrutvl. Asanio went from
house to hooao ou crmuds of mercy sh
often saw her friand Dr Belwyn. Qntxi

she inquired if ho had heard from Mr.
ForresW. He answered hor almost
curtly that be often heard from him, but
that wsa all. and aa he volunteered no
turthsr information she uovnr epoKo ox

him again.
This summer seamed to tar JarriYa

Toward tu claa a languor
aiid weariness tookpcssKdoaof her, but
sho made no complaint.

Tho lnt of October omul iter warr aad
listless, but moro beautiful than over.
Her mother watched hnr with a sinking
heart. TLn had beta couaumptian in
tho family at hemic, on tha Atlantic
coast, and shts wu dwnx&sx the ilnit

i fetal si ns of the uftddhm23c.
On day wueu Jauu; czxan ia from a

ramble, with her arms full of thftbeantS--
fnl spoils of th wood,shs waamciottko
gat by Harry ForredUr, grown atxoajf
:jw1 very handoinp. Ha gzuuted liar

j joyfully, yet tnd'rly, and roHcvin hor
i of liar lovely burden he naked ber to re

trace her steps wWi him. Eh consent'
ed, awl ttwy took a winding- - pKth", car- -

' peied wft'i fAlkm kavea and hodgud in
' with all the glory of tho. autumn wood.
! Suddat'lr Focnwter tztzn end took

both luu.(!s in hxa. "WiiJ, Jbn ho
' caid, "I Lave cOTjIrJctovdSnrmreif

to you. If yoa cctsrafsxs, aa yea did th
hcttfio I offemi to bjaifcxfor ytra JauhII
fori awfully cat up, for irpnnjny honor
I lovo yon."

"I shcnld be vryrryif thatwora
no," she said, grat? wuSrftertsrimj her
handa. "Rot I dont think you do love
mo," she continue 1, iuibng' brightly.
"You lovo the jfirl w1k walizod, uad
wore a rosti roiorai dnaa. Yon talked
about her all the firat woak of your.

"Oh, ban ih girl who waltzed I 8h .

may go to Jericho. I lovo yoaT ray,
and I want yoa to marry me. 2wiTl

j build a nice hous tor your fatfiar and
mother arid bolp tho boyr to t start in

, hie, and, aa tat yoa, yoa shall bo a
queon, ki yoa desrrre to bo. You fiutil
bo at tba head of aa pretty a kcowa zjf.

there ia in St Ivuuis aad bars evcrrtbiag
you want Then 1 lx abbrely will call

; me an injfrate or a warrnoa."
"Xo one hs ; rcg"a$ tocaTJ yon tkst,

Mr. Forreaiar Yen art nobis Avulfpu-erou- s,

I am sare. ant cwb yoa are zaar--
nod to forms bcArful girl among your
own frfcadfl I hup? you wfll briajr bar to
tut mo, if I rja aEv. Rthsr baa eovtd
foma xaoTwy, aad w.fe u& aad what

'

yoa gave nwtber thy ro gdtbjr totmiM
a pretty Iifctl hot about whora wo ace
nosr standing, asd w will liar a room
tor you.

"But, Jaxu. I took time to ofmeadcr
and know that I lnr yoa. I io not
want to nssrry any oo bnt yon."

"I caonct marry yoe, llr. FatrsseStK,
tor I do not lore yoi."

"Yoa do not Vvt meP Be rapied.
with a look of woadr. Why, I tbtragkl

I r&aBy tboegat that you did, yoa
know."

"WU. I ia not, aad nrrcr did. Uc
nnT. yoa mituka STatrtod far "tos
either, or irass& tht you ac trader
aoy obiigattoa to me. I cJhxI atatsja
b-- giad that I had gzmoCi. and was
ibor to b'sip yoa tfe tugfav, tfcef iSacaA
cf it y all tho reward I want I bmpj
yen wCl rtfjabr m. I r7
rtroa?. Parbftps I bll not IfeeUm,
If you bsw that I am don't fS
fcorry, fcr it wCl b. b4 ee."

'2Tow, v) twro," U .Fecre-Ja- r. agala
t&in? her iujad, "if yoa a ill yu
axo goiajf to th? a aeaith nswrt f tiw
Dratod 8tt, aad year moiiutr It gh),
too. I swr ia I wfll da crtwatMnfe
tor vrw. Do ya rrrjw laai I
retog to acefri my & at your bandt
uxl do wthnec to thovr taat I tern? Qu
fcabass of & sain? I will make
Uk care of yn."

Ai ao A rry Safe saJ
fTj-V- yrtmanjoleT bind to bmrhamri
toM tbat &"! Ai-a- a afca& Bah
bad tr ;' hcria

A "Ld st dsiTracd ca Porrwaer'a hamti-jesa-?

bat ratber nxrxrsa fsox. Gad
by." bo n3 raddzsly, "1 will Km y
t&aa sod bo was f"ya- -

Ac fees? la&er bdbaastbsto Btfei-wys'- s

WtKsj. 4WSr hit rrrt)rhmt
1 3jzh a8s&5 artt&t to Jooi ISactoa


